- you are this today. Mr Bast! I and my sister have talked
you over. We wanted to help you; we also supposed you
might help us. We did not have you here out of charity -
which bores us - but because we hoped there would be a
connexion between last Sunday and other days. What is
the good of your stars and trees, your sunrise and the wind,
if they do not enter into our daily lives ? They have never
entered into mine, but into yours, we thought - Haven't
we all to struggle against life's daily greyness, against
pettiness, against mechanical cheerfulness, against sus-
picion? I struggle by remembering my friends; others I
have known by remembering some place - some beloved
place or tree - we thought you one of these.'
4 Of course, if there's been any misunderstanding,' mum-
bled Leonard, ' all I can do is to go. But I beg to state - *
He paused. Ahab and Jezebel danced at his boots and made
him look ridiculous. 'You were picking my brain for official
information - I can prove it - I -' He blew his nose and
left them.
' Can I help you now?' said Mr Wilcox, turning to Mar-
garet, 'May I have one quiet word with him in the hall?'
' Helen, go after him - do anything - anything - to make
the noodle understand.'
Helen hesitated.
'But really -' said their visitor. 'Ought she to?*
At once she went.
He resumed.' I would have chimed in, but I felt that you
could polish him off for yourselves - I didn't interfere. You
were splendid, Miss Schlegel - absolutely splendid. You can
take my word for it, but there are very few women who
could have managed him.'
' Oh yes,' said Margaret distractedly.
'Bowling him over with those long sentences was what
fetched me,' cried Evie.
'Yes, indeed,' chuckled her father; 'all that part about
"mechanical cheerfulness" - oh, fine!'
'I'm very sorry,' said Margaret, collecting herself, 'He's
a nice creature really. I cannot think what set him off. It
has been most unpleasant for you**